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fear. "What a crazy idea/ Then, after a silence that lasted some
minutes he would end in a still more dubious voice: 'The Kerguelens,
then?' His sister no longer replied. The girl sailed with Ulysses
on a shoreless, timeless sea: (Folia Thalassa/ I heard her murmur.
But Mathurin no longer suggested stops or ports. He was back in
the drunk's good-natured sadness: the drunkard weaned of his
wine.

For some weeks he stayed immersed in this melancholy. Then,
one night, having gone to get some bit of mending, I've forgotten
what, I found him sitting at the girl's side, blinking away and talking
as loud as in the best Gape Horn days. She was listening with a
smile.

'Listen/ he saida 'I've found our island ... No need of a freighter
or three-master to get there ... a simple boat will do it . . . Pull,
*my hearty, you've still some back to put in it now . . . The bad
times are finished for good, my babe . . . The island's mine. It's
I discovered it ... No one will come to bother us there . . . We'll
take some sound chaps we know . . . that's when we're all fixed up/
he added, as he saw me.

* Where is it, this island of yours?' the girl asked.

This question seemed to terrify him. He looked at me, looked at
his sister and, for the very first tune it may be, moved his eyebrows
a little. Still, I felt he was going to reply! I was one of the sound
chaps he knew and trust overcame suspicion. What secret was he
about to reveal? Of what terra incognita disclose the existence?
What memory of twenty years sailing the seas, exhume to our
sight?

'Well, listen carefully. . . . When you pass the bridge on the
way to the station, if you look downstream, before it makes "that big
sweep round by the promenade, you can see it . . .'

His eyes beneath the rigid double bar of the tense eyebrows
seemed to gaze at a most distant horizon. From a crowsnest
that swung with the sea, it was as though a voice had just cried:
Land! The island's in sight! Wretchedness farewelll' Already,
its leafy dome, bulged under the dome of the sky. The beach
is sandy, low. A tangle of grass and reeds waves over marshy
pools.

*You can see it ...   I've been there.'

*But uncle, it's the size of a handkerchief.'

Tve been there ... No reefs, no currents . . . Three good
pulls and you're ashore. I've reconnoitred the beach northwards . . .
fine sand and reeds. It rises a little towards the interior. In the
middle you've hills and wonderful trees. Not an animal, not a man
did I see, only birds . . . birds in the trees . . . and all around water,
nothing but water ..."